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And  if  that  any  buds  of  poesy 
Yet  of  the  old  stock   'giu  to  shoot  again, 
'Tis  or  self-lost  the  worldlings'  meed  to  gain, 
And  with  the  rest   to  breathe  its   ribaldry; 

Or  as  it  sprung  it  wither  must  again 

Spenser. 
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TO  THE   READER. 

The  Spring  returns — and  all  is  glad 

Again  on  earth  and  air ; 
Now  through  the  forest  newly-clad 

Free  roams  each  feathered  pair ; 
And  with  the  hidden  brooks  all  day- 
Send  up  to  Heaven  a  jocund  lay. 

As  wild  bird  blest  and  free, 
The  Poet  roams  in  Fancy's  bowers, 
And  there  amid  the  sweet  wild  flowers 

Will  weave  a  wreath  for  thee. 

Reader !  receive  the  Muse's  flowers^ 

The  records  of  her  thoughtful  hours ; 

From  yonder  world  the  themes  were  brought, 

And  with  its  light  and  gloom  inwrought ; 

To  move  the  heart  with  human  woes, 

Or  realms  of  Phantasy  disclose. 

No  highborn  thoughts,  no  words  sublime, 

Adorn  the  tenor  of  her  rhyme, 

To  echo  through  new  worlds  of  Time ; 


They  are  but  wildflowers  of  her  Spring, 
No  bright  exotic  offering ! 
And  as  these  scarce  outlive  the  hour 
That  they  are  gathered  from  the  bower, 
She  will  not  for  her  rude  lays  claim 
An  unearned  meed  of  deathless  fame  ; 
The  moment's  feeling  gave  them  birth, 
The  moment's  pleasure  all  their  worth. 
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THE  BALLAD  SINGER, 


Poor  in  semblance,  glad  in  heart, 

I  sing  from  door  to  door, 

And  if  rude  lips  should  bid  depart, 

I  sing  still  as  before. 

I  sing  still  as  before — my  lay 

Sounds  'neath  the  bare  wide  sky — 

The  moveless  rocks  can  never  stay 

The  river  rushing  by. 

That  river  from  its  parent  mountain 

The  deep  vale  flows  along ; 

No  eye  hath  seen  its  hidden  fountain, 

None  known  the  source  of  song : 

The  Wanderer  on  his  weary  way 

With  joy  the  murmur  hears, 

And  hearts  will  greet  the  minstrel's  lay 

With  ready  smiles  and  tears. 
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A  music  wild  of  far-off  lyres 
Lifts  me  to  worlds  above  ; — 
JTis  greeting  of  the  minstrel-choirs 
With  hymns  of  Heaven  and  Love. 

0  lure  me  not  to  your  high  sphere ! 

1  love  this  earth  below ; 

To  wander  with  its  Orphans  here, 
And  sing  their  worth  and  woe. 

I  sing  the  Death-song  of  the  brave, 
The  deeds  and  fame  of  wars, 
And,  though  I  wait  no  glorious  grave, 
I  walk  the  Son  of  Mars. 
I  sing  the  lay  of  lovers  parted, — 
That  old  sad  tale  and  true, — 
The  dirges  of  the  broken-hearted, 
Whom  Pity  never  knew. 

I  sing  the  young  green  Spring's  delight 

With  birds  the  woods  among  ; 

And  all  of  earth  that's  good  and  bright 

I  blend  it  with  my  song ; 

And  joyous  Youth  is  then  my  theme, 

That  Spring-time  gone  for  aye — 

And  still  I  sing  that  lovely  dream, 

In  my  dull  winter  day. 
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O  hoary  winter !  cease  thy  strife, 

For  I  am  old  like  thee ! 

Like  other  tyrants  of  this  life 

Wilt  crush  the  poor  and  me? 

And  you,  hard  World !  forego  your  blame 

For  that  I  have  not  won 

With  loftier  bards  my  part  of  fame, 

The  Muses'  humbler  son. 

O  !  I  am  from  the  world  outcast, 
Unmarked  I  am  of  men, 
As  stray  leaf  whirled  upon  the  blast, 
The  rude  waste's  denizen  ! 
And  silent  still,  and  silenter 
Becomes  my  twilight  path ; 
And  Age  is  lone — and  lonelier 
This  friend-deserted  Earth. 

Yet  every  star  that  shines  on  high 

To  me  is  as  a  friend 

Translated  to  the  happy  sky — 

And  their  eyes  earthward  bend. 

To  me  like  Peace  and  Hope  they  say, 

That  Heaven  in  mercy  gave 

His  beacon  lights  to  cheer  the  way 

Unto  yon  open  grave. 
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And  still  each  Grief  and  Joy  below 

Hath  echo  in  my  song  ; 

I  wander  on  with  Joy  and  Woe 

Life's  solitudes    along. 

Sound  on  then,  sound,  my  song,  for  ever 

In  sadness  and  in  mirth, 

Flow  on  then,  flow,  thou  rushing  river, 

Through  this  wild  maze  of  Earth  ! 


THE  DESERTER. 

The  following  ballad  is  founded  on  a  fact  of  frequent  occur- 
rence among  the  mountain  soldiers  on  foreign  service,  and 
forms  the  subject  of  several  Swiss  and  German  popular  Songs. 

Mid  levelled  bayonets  he  stands  — 

The  peasant  of  the  hill ; 
Not  firmer  is  his  mountain- oak, 


When  flaming  rends  the  thunder-stroke — 
His  heart  is  still. 

"  My  friends  !  who  come  to  see  my  death, 
Deem  me  no  coward  wight ; 
I  have  not  basely  sought  to  shield  my  head, 
It  was  not  from  the  en'mies'  face  I  fled, 
Or  coming  fight. 
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"  On  Strasburgh's  rampart  I  stood  sentinel, 
It  was  the  midnight  hour — 
I  thought  upon  the  wife  of  my  young  day, 
My  mountain-home,  my  sweet  ones  far  away — 
My  heart  began  to  lour. 
"Then  through  the  midnight  stillness  far 
I  heard  the  Alp-horn  sound — 
It  called  to  me — it  called  me  not  in  vain, 
My  heart  could  not  endure  the  lingering  pain — 
I  swam  the  RhiDestream's  bound. 
"  Swift  were  the  stern  pursuers'  steps, 
They  marked  me  from  the  shore ; 
O  God  !  they  fished  me  from  the  stream — 
Now  vanished  is  my  happy  dream, 
My  life  is  o'er  ! 
1 '  They  brought  me  back  by  morning-light 
With  armed  and  steady  guard  : 
They  bid  me  for  the  General's  pardon  sue — 
O  give  me  rather  my  reward, 
Give  me  my  due  ! 
"  0  Comrades  all !  who  see  my  fall, 
Why  do  ye  weeping  stand  ? 
The  Stranger  hired  my  life-blood  with  his  gold5 
Yet  could  he  not  the  free-born  spirit  hold — 
I  die  for  Father-land  V 
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FAIE  MAGDALEN. 

Id  ycmder  cot  within  the  wood 
Ooce  dwelt  fair  MagdaleD ; 

As  blithe  aDd  sweet  as  bird  iD  trees, 
Apart  from  worldly  ken ; 

Ere  yet  her  beauty's  fame  had  passed 
Her  narrow  native  glen ; — 

0  !  of  this  land  the  fairest  fair 
Was  my  sweet  Magdalen  ! 

1  saw  but  her,  around,  above, 
Where'er  mine  eyes  I  bent  ; 

Her  footsteps  were  my  only  path, 

Which  way  soe'er  I  went ; 
In  gazing  on  her  sweet  eyes'  light 

Each  happy  day  1  spent, 
And  when  night  came,  awhile  returned 

To  my  dark  banishment. 

My  heart  was  full,  I  fain  must  speak, 

And  tell  my  love  one  day, 
How  all  I  had,  a  faithful  heart, 

At  her  loved  feet  I  lay ; 
Of  hearts  there  are  enough  on  Earth : 

Of  what  account  are  they  ? 
She  only  smiled,  as  Angels  smile, 

And  turned  her  eyes  away. 
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She  turned  her  eyes  to  yonder  hill, 

Where  stand  the  lordly  towers 
Of  One,  who  in  his  place  of  pride 

Hath  felt  her  beauty's  powers  ; 
Were  there  none  else  on  Earth  to  rob, 

No  other  bliss  but  our's, 
The  Rich  should  come  with  gold  and  guile 

To  lure  her  to  his  bowers  ? 

Then  came  a  time— though  still  I  loved — 

Calm  gave  my  grief  respite, 
As  storm-clouds  flee  before  the  sun, 

And  leave  the  ether  bright; 
While  Darkness  gathers  round  the  steps 

Of  them  who  walk  in  Light, 
And  warns  the  erring  Child  of  Earth 

To  shelter  for  the  night. 

That  fair  lost  Child  was  lone  and  sad — 

Not  all  the  world's  wild  din 
Can  still  the  throbbings  of  the  heart, 

For  Sorrow  and  for  Sin. 
The  woodland  home  she  seeks  again, 

There  from  old  thoughts  to  win, 
Perchance,  a  part  of  peace  long-lost — 

But  there's  no  peace  within  1 
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But  where  she  rests,  and  where  she  moves, 

The  mortal  pang  she  bears, 
Pale  as  a  thing  of  stone,  that  feels 

No  joy  of  earthly  years  ; 
Her  lips  are  silent,  but  her  eyes 

Weep  words  of  grief  and  fears  — 
The  Image  of  the  One  who  bathed 

The  Saviour's  feet  with  tears  ! 

And  many  suns  upon  their  course 

Went  down  below  the  Sea, 
As  rolls  the  endless  round  of  days 

It's  half  Eternity; 
The  flowers,  all  withered  in  their  dyes 

Fell  from  the  blossom-tree ; 
And  she  put  off  the  load  of  clay, 

To  rise  from  sorrow  free. 

O  !  now  amid  yon  wild  of  wood 
•         She  ne'er  is  seen  again  ; 
The  memory  of  the  earthly  sin 

Hath  passed  from  worldly  ken ; 
And  Spring  is  joyous  as  of  yore 

Within  her  native  glen  :  — 
Yet  One  there  weeps,  and  One  there  prays 

Where  rests  fair  Magdalen  ! 
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THE  AVENGER. 

Mahon,  King  of  Munster,  renowned  in  the  old  Irish  Annals 
as  a  successful  opposer  of  the  Danish  invaders,  had  attract- 
ed the  ill-will  of  Maolmadh,  or  Maolma,  who,  having  failed 
to  overcome  him  in  the  field,  resolved  to  accomplish  by- 
treachery  what  he  could  not  by  valour.  He  prevailed  on 
Mahon,  under  pretence  of  an  amicable  meeting,  to  place  him- 
self in  his  power  with  only  a  few  followers,  then  took  him 
prisoner,  conveyed  him  to  the  mountains,  and  there  basely 
murdered  him.  This  deed  was  amply  revenged  by  his  bro- 
ther and  successor  on  the  throne  of  Munster,  the  celebrated 
Brian  Boru,  who  gave  battle  to  the  murderer,  and  totally  ex- 
terminated his  tribe  :  sacrificing  Maolma  on  the  very  spot, 
where  his  crime  had  been  committed. 

Opinions  vary  as  to  the  site  of  the  murder  ;  some  suppo- 
sing it  to  be  the  place  called  the  Red  Gap,  or  fissure  on  the 
hill  of  Caon  ;  while  others  state  it  to  have  occurred  on  one 
of  the  Muskeny  Mountains,  at  a  place  called  from  this  event, 
Leacht  Mayarma,  or  Mahon's  Grave.  That  the  subsequent 
battle  was  fought  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Mahon' s  Grave 
seems  probable,  as  the  name  popularly  given  to  the  Conflict, 
was  Cath  Bhealaig  Leachta,  or  the  Battle  of  the  Road  to  the 
Sepulchre. 

See  Moore's  History  of  Ireland. 

Low  he  lies  beneath  the  rock 

On  the  mountain  cold, 
But  his  Spirit  shall  not  sleep 
Till  the  Foemen's  slaughtered  heap 

Mingles  with  the  mould. 
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Hark  !  it  shrieks  in  lonely  night — 

"Maolma!  Maolmd !" 
Tenant  of  the  narrow  spot, 
Where  his  bones  neglected  rot, 

Yet  it  soundeth  far  ! 

"  Brian,  bold,  implacable, 

Heir  of  my  revenge  ! 
My  dark  heritage  receive — 
Thee  the  debt  of  Death  I  leave — 

Blood  with  blood  avenge  ! 

"  The  Snake  dwells  in  my  en'my's  heart, 

Its  poison  is  his  breath  ; 
Silent  was  the  Serpent-tongue, 
Till  its  dart  of  treachery  stung 

The  brave  to  coward  death  !" 

Dread  news  reached  us  in  the  camp, 

Sound  of  mighty  woe  ! 
Telling  that  by  Foeman's  hand, 
Parted  from  his  faithful  band, 

Mahon  was  laid  low. 

Fiercer  than  the  summer  sun 

Was  that  Chieftain  bold, 
Ere  went  down  the  waning  moon — 
But  the  burning  ray  of  noon 

Found  him  dark  and  cold. 
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The  Norsemen  now  in  camp  rejoice, 

Late  with  fear  opprest ; 
Rest  had  ne'er  those  trembling  foes 
Till  in  Death  they  had  repose — 

Death  now  gives  him  rest. 

As  the  rainclouds  from  above 
Bounteous  showers  bestow, 
Thus  he  scattered  gifts  afar — 
Thus  amid  the  storm  of  War 
Fell  each  whelming  blow. 

Majesty  sat  on  his  brow 
And  proclaimed  him  Lord  : 

Terrible  his  glances  shone, 

As  he  Captive  rode  alone 
With  the  murderous  horde. 

Forth  we  went  at  dawn  of  day 

Of  the  foe  in  quest ; 
Travelling  till  the  stars  were  high — 
Like  the  wanderers  of  the  sky 

Clouds  that  never  rest. 

Armed  was  each  with  proved  sword, 

Each  with  sling  and  spear ; 
Spears  that  gleam  amid  the  night 
Like  the  northern  meteor  light, 
Flashing  far  and  near. 


18  BALLADS . 

When  the  Sleepers  were  o'erta'en, 

Then  our  Course  was  done  ; 
Dead  on  dead  fell  thick  around 
To  avenge  that  one  deep  wound — 
And  their  name  is  gone  I 

On  the  wayside  to  the  mountain, 

There  the  murderers  fell ; 
Rugged  deathplace  they  had  found  him, 
But  their  piteous  ghosts  surround  him 

Where  he  now  sleeps  well. 

And  the  dew  of  sweet  revenge,  — 

-—Blood  of  Maolma — 
Dearer  than  the  dew  of  skies, 
Bathes  the  spot  were  Mahon  lies 

On  his  mountain  far. 

Warriors  now  will  sit  on  high 

In  Kinkora's  halls, 
And  the  Bard  with  tuneful  shell 
Loud  the  praise  of  valour  tell 

In  the  peaceful  walls. 

"  Warriors  !  pass  the  goblet  round, 

Let  the  wine  be  quaff  d  ! 
Victory's  thirst  must  be  allayed 
As  your  lances'  ire  was  stayed — 

With  repeated  draught ! 
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"Then  was  blood  their  banquet-draught — 

Boldly  dealt  they  round 
The  Cup  of  Death  to  thirsty  foes — 
Red  the  stream  of  vengeance  flows, 

The  earth  is  all  one  wound !" 

I  saw  the  dead-upheaped  field, 

And  passed  it  quickly  by — 
Hungry  wolves  with  brightening  face 
Batten  on  that  banquet-place 

Where  the  sleepers  He. 

Thither  hies  the  Bird  of  Death 

With  her  eager  brood  ; 
Their  lazy  wings  flap  to  and  fro, 
From  Corse  to  Corse  they  scarcely  go, 

Gorged  with  human  food  ! 


THE  ORPHAN  OF  THE  MILL. 

Gone  are  the  woods  where  wild  birds  chirped, 
The  banks  where  wild  flowers  grew ; 
Trade's  workshops  have  the  place  usurped, 
With  all  his  eager  crew. 
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See  !  where  yon  vapour  blackly  waves 
Unnumbered  chimnies  o'er, 
There  labour  tyrant  Traffic's  slaves 
On  Misery's  dungeon-floor ! 

With  crash  and  clatter  night  and  day, 
Forced  by  a  hidden  fire, 
The  giant-engines  frantic  play, 
Nor  cease — nor  ever  tire. 

The  brain  grows  dizzy  as  it  feels 
The  speed  no  eye  can  see, 
The  lightning-flash  of  thousand  wheels* 
The  thunder  of  machinery ! 

Come  hither,  Child  of  pallid  mien ; 
Rest  a  while — weary  one  ! 
Surely  twelve  winters  thou  hast  seen* 
And  not  one  Summer  sun  I 

Tell  us  what  sorrows  withering, 

Thou  pale  and  blighted  blossom  ! 
Have  come  like  snows  in  sunny  Spring 
To  thy  warm  childhood's  bosom.. 
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"  In  a  lone  cottage  on  the  heath 
We  played  for  many  a  day, 
Whilst  Father  toiled  for  bread — till  Death 
Called  him  to  rest  away. 

"And  Mother  watched  his  changing  face 
As  pale  and  weak  as  he  ; 
But  looked  on  us  and  lived  a  space — 
Then  from  her  pain  was  free. 

"  A  brother  and  a  sister  there 

For  bread  with  me  were  weeping ; 
Then  called  on  them  who  gave  it,  where 
They  lay  so  coldly  sleeping. 

"  The  Master  of  the  Mill  went  by— 
He  saw  our  misery ; 
f  Let  none  forbid — these  orphans  I 
From  killing  want  will  free.' 

"  He  took  us  to  the  thundering  mill, 
We  turned  the  sheeted  cloth  ; 
From  morn  till  midnight  working  stilly 
His  stern  eye  frighted  sloth. 
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"  My  brother  pined— his  strength  declined 
From  weary  day  to  day ; 
Till  weakness  once  o'ercame  his  fear, 
And  on  the  ground  he  lay. 

"  They  forced  the  lad  with  threats  and  blows 
His  short  rest  to  forego  ; 
He  did  not  weep — but  silent  rose 
More  pale  and  faint  to  grow. 

"  Death  came  at  last — he  took  the  child — 
Then  soon  our  little  Jane  ; 
And  from  that  hour  none  ever  smiled, 
None  ever  spoke  again. 

"  Now  I'm  alone — I  scarcely  feel 
When  comes  or  goes  the  Sun ; 
The  painful  hours  like  yonder  wheel 
Their  round  of  toil  must  run. 


'  At  night,  when  aching  eyes  I  close, 
And  tremble  into  sleep, 
The  pain-worn  limbs  find  no  repose — 
In  sleep  I  wildly  weep. 
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c  Then  I  am  dragged  through  seas  of  ice, 
Then  wrapped  in  clothes  of  fire  ; 
And  ghastly  spectres  frantic  rise 
And  lash  me  in  their  ire. 


*•  Then  chilling  damps  my  limbs  o'erspread, 
And  every  fibre  quakes — 
Till  sounds  the  bell  to  labour  dread, 
And  the  dim  daylight  breaks. 

u  A  darkling  cloud  my  sight  confounds, 
My  troubled  senses  reel ; 
Yet  ever  through  the  faintness  sounds 
The  whirling  of  the  wheel. 

"  On  Sabbath-day,  when  glad  hearts  pray, 
I  roam  the  graves  among, 
In  yonder  churchyard,  where  have  lain 
The  buried  ones  so  long ; 

"  And  there  upon  the  graves  recline, 
Until  the  sweet  tears  come  ; 
And  feel  the  sun  above  me  shine 
Down  on  the  silent  tomb. 
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"  Then,  when  the  Sabbath-bells  are  ringing 
The  distant  holy  peal, 
I  think  I  hear  the  angels  singing — 
And  something  then  I  feel — 

"  I  know  not — but  it  conies  from  Heaven, 
And  cheereth  my  despair, 
A  something  gladder,  brighter  even 
Than  the  warm  sunshine  there. 

"  And  ah !  for  me  who  have  no  home, 
No  church,  no  sense  to  pray, 
There's  yet  the  sunshine  on  the  tomb 
Upon  the  Sabbath-day/* 


SONGS  FOR  MUSIC, 


THE  ISLES  OF  FINGAL. 


Know'st  thou  those  far  isles  of  the  Ocean  ? 

The  waves  come  with  joy  to  their  feet ; 
And  on  the  dark  hrows  of  their  highlands 

The  cloud  and  the  sunbeam  meet. 
No  sound  is  on  echoing  Ardven 

Save  the  blast  and  the  hill-torrent's  roar, 
And  the  wild  deer  roam  fearless  on  Morven— 

The  chase  of  the  hunter  is  o'er. 

The  face  of  that  time  looks  upon  me, 

A  dream  of  the  Past  I  behold, 
And  like  clouds  from  the  summit  of  Crona 

Travel  onward  the  Heroes  of  Old. 
As  of  yore  is  their  gathering  on  Lora 

From  their  winter-halls  in  the  skies, 
But  dim  in  their  brightness,  as  starbeams 

Look  through  mists  with  their  tearful  eyes. 
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SONGS  FOE,  MUSIC. 


Say  !  where  is  the  dwelling  of  Fingal? 

The  strong  one,  who  came  like  the  storm? 
He  dwells  in  tne  chamber  of  thunder, 

And  dark  is  his  shadowy  form : 
His  spear  as  the  lightening  flashes, 

The  tempest-winds  come  at  his  call ; 
He  frowns  and  departs — and  the  northlights 

Point  the  way  to  his  stormy  halh 

Hark !  a  sound  of  invisible  harping ! 

In  the  moan  of  the  blast  it  comes, 
With  dim  fitful  music  of  mourning, 

From  the  Bards  in  their  winter-homes. 
Now  one  voice  alone  is  lamenting — 

Deep  and  drear  as  the  waves  that  roar 
Round  a  lonely  rock  in  the  Ocean, 

When  the  storm  is  laid  on  the  shore. 

Malvina,  O  loved  one !  where  art  thou  ? 

Methought  thy  soft  music  I  heard, 
And  the  sound  of  the  foot- tread  that  followed 

The  steps  of  the  blind  aged  bard. 
While  through  the  deep  gloom  of  his  darkness 

Ne'er  pierced  the  warm  light  from  above, 
Through  the  long,  long  night  of  his  sorrow 

Shone  thy  sunbeam,  O  Spirit  of  Love  I 
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"  Ask  not  for  the  maiden  of  Lutha, 

She  wanders  no  more  by  its  stream  ; 
Her  footsteps  from  Earth  are  departed, 

She  heard  the  loved  voice  in  her  dream. 
Why  ask  for  the  sweet  forest-songsters, 

When  the  days  of  the  summer  are  past  ? 
So  long  as  their  hearts'  love  endureth 

Their  life  and  their  love- notes  last. 

"  Weep  not  for  the  daughter  of  Lutha, 

No  more  by  the  chain  of  life  bound ; 
She  wanders — but  mournful  no  longer, 

Where  the  loved  and  the  lost  are  found. 
And  he,  the  blind  bard,  is  beside  me, 

The  tears  of  his  old  age  are  dried, 
And  the  ghosts  of  our  fathers  are  round  us 

In  the  land  of  our  rest  so  wide," 

Now  gone  is  the  sweet  light  of  Lutha, 

As  the  sunbeam  fades  on  the  hill, 
And  on  the  dark  brows  of  the  mountain 

Rest  the  gloom  and  the  sunbeam  still. 
The  echoes  are  silent  on  Ardven, 

The  blue  thistle  waves  on  the  wold, 
And  the  wild  deer  roam  fearless  on  Morven — 

-But  gone  are  the  Heroes  of  Old ! 
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A  SEA-PIECE. 


The  winds  are  stilled — the  Ocean  lies 

Vast  and  voiceless  as  the  skies ; — 

There  the  noonshafts  burning  fall, 

There  they  slumber — moveless  all ! 

Anxious  looks  the  Mariner 

O'er  the  glassy,  glassy  sea : 

No  murmur  in  the  air, 

No  ripple  on  the  wave, 

Deathstill  as  the  grave — 

And  man's  heart  fearfully 

Knows  in  the  calm,  O  life- tumultuous  Deep ! 

The  terrors  of  thy  Passion's  sleep. 

The  Deep  awakes, 

The  Stormcloud  breaks, 

And  Eolus  from  his  xjaves 

Hath  set  the  prisoned  free  ; — 

They  rage  and  roar  above  the  rolling  sea, 

Answered  by  the  gathering  waves  : — 

Away !  away ! 

'Mid  foaming  spray 

The  bark  divides  the  sea  ; — 
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The  far-off  land  is  near, 

See  the  long-lost  appear  ! 

And  the  frail  mortal  bark  hath  sped 

Her  home-conrse  heaven-led ! 


DEATH. 

What  darkens  above,  what  rages  below, 
With  sound  of  tumult,  with  voice  of  woe  ? 
In  gloom  of  the  storm,  in  the  whirlwind's  breath 
Comes  the  Foe  of  the  Earth,  Destroyer  Death ! 

The  Fiendshape  nears  on  his  ghastly  steed, 
And  with  him  is  Sin,  from  his  prison  freed ; 
His  face  is  pale,  but  darkly  o'ercast, 
As  the  face  of  a  foe  when  vengeance  is  past. 

Around  him  are  phantoms  of  sad  Despair, 
They  lift  up  with  weeping  the  unheard  prayer  ; 
The  Pitiless  listens  not,  bearing  away 
The  shuddering  victims,  that  are  his  prey. 

"  O  rest  awhile — rest — by  the  household  hearth,  - 
There  look  for  us  still  the  loved  ones  on  Earth, 
To  wander  once  more  in  the  fields  of  Light, 
Ere  with  thee  we  are  lost  in  th'  abyss  of  Night." 
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"  My  path  is  predestined— I  come  from  afar 
With  the  Mortal  to  wage  a  deadly  war ; 
My  name  is  Corruption—yon  Earth  is  my  prey, 
At  my  touch  with  its  glories  'twill  fall  away." 

"  Corruption  is  mortal — Destruction  is  slave — 
The  breath  of  th*  Eternal  shall  quicken  the  grave  ; 
Triumphant  shall  pass  o'er  the  wrecks  of  the  world, 
When  self-destroyed  Death  in  the  abyss  is  hurled!" 


BOAT-SONG. 

In  our  white-winged  bark 
Gently,  gently  gliding, 
Youth  our  pilot  guiding, 
Zephyr-borne  we  go 
O'er  the  shining  river, 
Whose  clear  waters  flow 
Toward  the  Ocean  ever :— 
Fear  no  tempest's  rage, 
No  rough  winds  burst  their  cage, 
But  gently  murmur  low ; — 
In  the  ether  blue 
Fleecy  clouds  are  skimming, 
Soft  the  noonlight  dimming 
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That  peeps  through  and  through ; 
Bright  and  white  as  swans 
On  the  flood  they  lie, 
Light  barks  of  the  sky, 
Imaged  gloriously ! 
Onward  still  we  go 
Mid  tall  mountain-blocks, 
Which  the  flood  hath  riven, 
And  'tween  the  opening  rocks 
Let  in  the  light  of  Heaven. 
Here  wave-born  Naiads  dwell, 
And  smooth  their  dewy  locks, 
Each  in  her  water-cell  :— 
Hark  !  to  their  silver  singing  ! 
Their  syren- song  of  pleasure, 
With  whose  enchanted  measure 
The  rocky  vaults  are  ringing ! 
Now  borne  o'er  sunlit  waves, 
With  mingled  music  wild 
Of  founts  and  dewy  caves ; 
And  the  charmed  boatman  calls 
To  their  deep  water-halls  ; 
Yet  never  rests  our  prow— 
The  while  its  echoes  follow 
From  depths  of  caverns  hollow, 
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As  onward  still  we  go — 
And  now  they  faintly  seem 
Like  music  in  a  dream, 
So  sweetly  wild  and  low — 
Until  they  sink  at  last 
In  sadness,  like  the  Past. 

List  to  the  southwind's  sigh ! 
It  moans  to  shifting  sails, 
And  the  tired  boatman  hails 
Fresh  shores  and  landscapes  new : 
Now  as  we  swiftly  fly, 
Arise  with  pride  to  view 
The  shore-encircling  bowers, 
Bright  with  enwoven  flowers ; 
Now  many  a  river-isle, 
With  its  ancestral  pile, 
Is  gleaming  in  the  sun — 
And  shores  with  marble  fanes, 
And  their  processional  trains — 
Scarce  seen  ere  they  are  gone  : — 
Our  bark  holds  on  her  way 
Where  stronger  eddies  play 
Upon  the  widening  river, 
Rolling  to  Ocean  ever, 
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Mid  woods  and  wildernesses, 
O'er  fathomless  abysses  : — 
Now  spreads  the  milder  Even 
Those  burnished  Clouds,  that  lie 
The  far  sun  circling  nigh — 
Her  golden  steps  to  Heaven  ^ 
And  lo  !  beyond  the  hills, 
Along  the  line  of  gold 
That  parts  it  from  the  sky, 
Yon  glittering  sea  behold  ! 
All  hail !  mysterious  flood  ! 
Heaven-gazing  Solitude  ! 
The  narrow  shore  we  leave, 
Thy  wanderers  receive ! 

The  daywinds  are  at  rest, 
Each  sweet  bird  seeks  her  nest, 
And  every  voice  is  mute  : 
Now  from  the  dark  grey  tower, 
That  looks  athwart  the  surge, — 
Like  age  upon  the  verge 
Of  Life,  o'er  Past  and  Future — • 
The  Watchlight  marks  the  hour  : 
"  Mortals  !  the  day  is  done, 
Your  earthly  Course  is  run, 
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'Tis  night  when  none  can  work ; 
Beware  the  hidden  shoal 
Where  ocean-waters  roll, 
And  creeping  shadows  murk  j— 
Meet  not  the  night  unhoused 
On  that  path  peril-paven, — 
The  wild  storm's  liquid  lair — 
But  seek  the  quiet  haven, 
World-weary  mariner ! 
O  sweet  the  rest  shall  be 
That  there  awaiteth  thee  5" 


THE  EVENING  STAR> 

From  my  loved  home 
So  far— so  far — 
Now  greeteth  me 
The  Evening  Star ; 
And  seems  to  say — 
"  They  think  on  thee 
As  thou  on  me, 
Though  far  away  ! 
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"  They  think  on  thee 
Who  wanderest  here, 
On  weary  way 
For  many  a  year, 
Far  from  their  rest — 
And  bid  thee  come 
To  that  still  home 
Where  they  are  blest  P 

On  thy  bright  path 
So  far — so  near — 

0  Evening  Star, 

Why  look'st  thou  here  ? 

1  gaze  on  thee — 
From  thy  pure  sky 
Thou  canst — not  I — 
The  loved  ones  see. 

O  thou  look'st  here 
To  light  the  way 
Through  Life's  dark  night 
To  beaming  day ; 
To  lands  afar — 
Whither  I  go 
By  thy  soft  glow 
O  Evening  Star ! 
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A  LAY  OF  THE  MINNESINGERS. 

I  had  a  Falcon  young  and  bold, 

My  joy  for  many  a  day ; 
I  decked  him  with  a  band  of  gold, 

And  silken  jesses  gay. 

I  thought  he  loved  me  tenderly, 

He  ate  out  of  my  hand — 
But  soon,  alas !  he  learnt  to  fly, 

And  sought  another  land. 

A  little  while  I  saw  him  skim 

Above  me  in  the  sky  ; 
With  bitter  tears  I  called  to  him — 

He  heeded  not  my  cry. 

You'll  know  him  by  a  band  of  gold, 

And  many  a  silken  chain — 
O  bring  me  back  my  Falcon  bold 

With  heart  more  true  again ! 
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TO  STELLA. 

Ere  the  Bee  her  honey-treasure 
With  a  luscious  toil  completes, 

She  must  thousand  budding  flowers 
Rifle  of  their  bloom  and  sweets. 

Ere,  in  crystal  goblet  brimming, 
Flames  on  high  the  ruby  wine, 

In  their  rosy  prime  must  perish 
Countless  children  of  the  vine. 

Thus  hast  thou  from  myriads  stolen, 
Stella— stores  of  beauty  bright ; 

Thus  a  thousand  hearts  have  fallen 
To  proclaim  that  beauty's  might. 

Thus  a  world  of  thought  and  feeling, 
Pressed  on  his  o'erflowing  heart, 

Erst  inspired  the  Poet's  passion, 
And  his  spirit-moving  art. 
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CUPID  AND  THE  LYRE. 

I  listless  lay  beneath  the  roof 

Of  leafy  trees  at  noon; 
My  heart  was  care  and  sorrow-proof, 

And  blithe  as  birds  in  June. 

When  from  the  covert  of  the  grove 
Drew  near  a  beauteous  child ; 

I  knew  him  for  the  God  of  Love, 
That  little  urchin  wild. 

Of  woven  sunbeams  were  his  wings, 
Of  Heaven's  own  hue  his  eye, 

And  from  a  lyre  with  golden  strings 
He  struck  sweet  melody. 

And  ever  and  anon  among 
The  woodland  echoes  sweet, 

Sounded  that  wild  and  wondrous  song, 
That  make  each  bosom  beat. 

He  offered  me  the  lyre.     I  said, 

This  surely  cannot  harm ! 
And  with  my  skilless  touch  essayed 

To  wake  its  tuneful  charm. 
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When  lo !  the  never-failing  dart, 

With  aim  both  quick  and  true, 
Ere  hand  could  guard,  had  sought  my  heart, 

And  pierced  it  through  and  through  ! 

Enraged  I  cried,  O  treacherous  boy  ! 

For  this  the  wondrous  lay  ? 
With  its  melodious  sweet  decoy 

The  unwary  to  betray ! 

"Youth,"  he  replied,  "  why  now  complain? 

You  wished  to  learn  my  art, 
And  that  no  mortal  can  attain 

Who  hath  not  felt  my  dart  ! 


CANZONETS. 

I. 

I  would  I  were  the  Star  above, 

To  light  her  path  of  life  with  love — 

For  ever —  evermore ! 

Or  a  fair  flower  of  many  dyes, 
In  early  Spring  to  charm  her  eyes, 
Then  fade — my  brief  joy  o'er. 


4:2  SONGS    FOR    MUSIC. 

Or  the  sad  tuneful  Nightingale, 

To  move  her  heart  with  my  love's  tale, 

And  sigh — yet  still  adore. 

But  mine  is  an  unheeded  strain 

That  sounds  its  mournful  tones  in  vain — 

And  I  must  ask  no  more  ! 

II. 

O  lovely  maiden  mine ! 
"Why  rove  those  beamy  ey'n 
That  made  me  once  so  glad  1 
If  thou  hast  loved  me  not, 
Or  my  true  love  forgot, 
Tell  me,  nor  make  my  fearful  heart  so  sad  ! 

The  Summer  flowers  wither, 
Those  flowers  we  plucked  together, 
When  first  our  love  was  spoken  ; 
Say — is  their  faded  prime 
In  this  late  autumn-time, 
Of  thy  changed  heart,  alas  !  the  unerring  token  . 

III. 
When  Sorrow  with  its  stroke  assailed  thee, 

I  turned  aside  for  thee  to  weep  ; 
When  Pleasure  with  its  mirth  allured  thee, 
It  had  for  me  a  joy  more  deep. 
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With  thee  this  Earth  of  gloom  and  brightness 

Seems  ever  fair  as  Heaven  above ; 
Let  Chaos  come  with  all  his  darkness ! 

Our  hearts  have  still  their  world  of  love. 

Ask  not  for  Affection's  token — 

A  lamp  that  burneth  silently  ! 
But  as  the  fire  within  the  mountain 

Is  wild  Passion's  extasy. 

That,  the  fire  that  never  scorcheth 

In  the  world  so  fierce  with  strife ; 
This,  like  Etna's  burning,  wasteth 

Our  fair  vale  of  mortal  life  ! 


IV. 
FROM  THE  GERMAN. 

Far  off  on  the  grey  horizon 
Lies  the  memory  of  the  past ; 

There  one  only  star  is  shining, 
Star  of  Love  !  its  day  o'ercast ; 

But  it  brings  not  morning-light, 

Stars  are  but  the  lamps  of  night ! 
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Had  the  deep  eternal  slumber 
Closed  the  earthly  scene  on  thee, 

Sorrowing  still  I  had  possessed  thee, 
For  thy  love  had  lived  to  me ; 

But  thou  liv'st — thou  hVst  in  light, 

I  alone  in  dreary  night ! 

Can  the  name  of  Love  immortal 
Fleeting  be,  as  light  of  day  ? 

Can  that  change,  with  earthly  changing, 
Which  in  Death  cannot  decay  ? 

Thy  love  was  of  mortal  birth, 

O  !  'twas  but  a  light  of  earth  ! 


Cease  to  weary,  Melancholy  ! 

An  o'erladen  heart, 
That  entreats,  ah— fruitlessly ! 

Death's  delaying  dart. 
Come  with  pity,  come  with  speed, 

Death  the  comfort-giving ! 
And  destroy  the  image  fond 

In  this  bosom  living ; — 
For  the  Woe  that  is  our  doom 

We  bear  not  to  the  peaceful  tomb. 
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VI. 


Sad  music  from  afar, 
Love  near  us  whispering  low, 
Now  present,  now  afar, 
Thus  is  Joy  and  Woe  ! 
Sweetly  come  and  go 
Tones  of  Joy  and  Woe ! 

Like  the  stars  above  us 
Are  the  eyes  that  love  us, 

Cheering  us  below ; 
But  She  from  me  is  far 
As  yon  soft  shining  star — 

Brightly  to  come  and  go  ! 

Tones  of  Joy  and  Woe 
Sweetly  come  and  go ! 

NIGHT-PIECES. 
I. 

Come  away ! 
Leave  the  dark  and  silent  home, 
With  the  sleepless  stars  to  roam- 
Bright  are  they ! 
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All  is  quenched— the  lights  of  day, 
The  fire  of  hearts,  the  sparks  that  stray- 
Upward,  like  our  mortal  life, 
Kindling  lightsomeness  or  strife  ! 

Come  away — 
Leave  the  earthly  memories  there, 
The  weary  world  of  thought  and  care  ; 

Do  not  stay — 
All  is  hushed — the  sounds  of  day, 
The  sad  awhile,  the  dead  for  aye — 
The  wide-stretched  land,  the  windless  wave, 
All  of  Earth's  above  the  grave  ! 

Hark !  the  lay 
From  the  Spirit-world  of  Dreams, 
Earthward-borne  on  dim  moonbeams  ! 

Hear  them  say — 
With  low  sweet  voices — "  Come  away  ! 
Tenant  of  the  House  of  Clay  ! 
Friends  eternal,  lo  !  are  we 
To  sorrowing  Mortality ! 

u  Come  away  ! 
O'er  still  lakes  beneath  the  moon, 
Through  dim  vales  that  shun  the  noon, 

Far  away — 
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Flaming  Northlights  lead  the  way 
To  our  pavilions  bright  as  day — 
There  in  our  homes  beyond  the  sky 
We  Seraphs  dwell,  eternally !" 

II. 

The  lone,  the  fixed,  the  wandering  Star, 
Lamps  of  lovers'  meeting, 
The  moon  high  on  her  silver  car 
Looking  on  their  greeting  ; 
Night-winds  sighing,  heard  afar 
While  young  hearts  are  beating, 
Listening  echoes  near  and  far 
Their  soft  tale  repeating — 
All — all  these  enduring  are, 
Love  and  Joy  are  fleeting ! 

Hope — the  lone,  the  polar  Star — 
Leads  us,  brightly  greeting, 
O'er  the  wide  wild  waves  that  are 
On  our  Life's  shore  beating ; 
Still  her  voice  we  list  afar 
Her  false  tale  repeating — 
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But  as  gleam  of  day  spring  far, 
With  the  nightshade  meeting, 
Thus  we  see  even  Hope  is — Ah — 
Like  the  nightshade  fleeting! 

III. 

Still  this  wild  heart,  O  gentle,  gentle  Peace ! 
Bid  the  tumult  of  the  rough  world  cease ; 
Give  the  earth-bound  from  her  woe  release, 
The  weary,  rest. 

Come  to  me,  thou  and  thy  sister  Sleep ! 
In  cold  oblivion's  dews  these  eyelids  steep ; 
Angels  of  Night !  bear  me  o'er  the  deep 
To  your  far  Heaven ! 
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THE  ADIEU. 

Reader,  farewell— this  wreath  I  freshly  wove 
While  yet  the  year  was  in  its  early  prime  ; 
Now  Autumn's  sadder  garb  has  clothed  the  grove, 
Say— will  its  bloom  outlast  the  leafless  time? 

The  Canker  with  the  Rose  is  oft  begotten, 
And  with  it  dies  upon  the  verdant  stem; 
O  be  the  faults  of  these  rude  strains  forgotten, 
Ere  sinks  the  shroud  Oblivion  upon  them ! 

Its  perfume  will  outlive  the  fading  flower — 
Remembrance  will  endure  though  friends  depart- 
Then  if  my  lays  have  e'er  beguiled  an  hour, 
Let  not  Oblivion  shroud  them  in  your  heart! 


Oct.  1841. 
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